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One 


Author's Notes: 


| already had the idea but this really drove the point home-http://youtu.be/rzYHEMHLSlo?t=llm5s 


Slightly different than the prompt but | couldn't imagine the story going any other way so | went with it :) 


It was a good day. Dave Mustaine had just stepped out of the shower and gotten partially dressed, planning to 
remain shirtless until his hair dried. For once, he had nothing planned and had the house to himself. He grabbed 
his cell phone and unplugged it from the charger, intending to pocket it and head outside for a while to relax. 
He nearly ignored the text message he saw but checked it anyway, knowing that it would bother him until he 
did. He glanced at the screen and squinted, having left his glasses in the house. 


We need to talk. Call me. 


Dave couldn't explain the feeling that came over him but he knew he couldn't ignore the message. He would 


asked the best possible question. 

Who is this? 

He didn't have to wait long for an answer. 
Blackie 


The fear hit him first, then the queasiness; then the sobering realization that he was Dave Mustaine and he 
didn't really have to call him. Whatever that prick needed could wait. He stepped onto the back patio and moved 
a chair into the shade, tossing his shirt onto the table nearby. A few minutes later his phone buzzed again 
And then again. With a huff Dave stood and took the phone from his pocket. 


Remember this? a message read, with a downloading picture directly under it. A few more seconds revealed an 
image that caused Dave's eyes to widen He dropped the phone. The tightness in his chest didn't allow him to 
breathe until he picked up the phone to verify that the picture was the one he thought it was. It was Dave 
when he was very young, his eyes glazed over from too many drugs, looking up at the camera, with Blackie's 
dick in his mouth. Panic overtook him almost instantly and it was nearly impossible to keep his hands from 


shaking as he replied. 
What do you want? 
| just want to talk. 


Dave was highly skeptical but risked asking a question It was unlikely that all Blackie wanted to do was talk. How 
do | know that what happened last time won't happen again? 


If you come here I'll give you the picture and you can do what you want with it. But don't keep me waiting or 


the pic goes live. You remember where my apartment is, I'm sure. 


That was the end of their text exchange. He took a few slow, deep breaths, grabbed his shirt and went back 


into the house. He took time to lock up, leave a note and headed out. 


An hour and a half later Dave arrived at the apartment complex where Blackie still lived His flashy car was 
out front. It was a different car than Dave remembered but still had his name on the vanity plate. Surely 
Blackie should have had a house by now. He must have kept this apartment for the same thing he used to use 
it for. Dave knew he would find out soon. He looked at the front door, hesitating to knock. It had been repainted 
over the years but there were still a few cracks near the corners where the original color showed through. 


He stilled the shaking in his hands and knocked twice on the door. 


A few seconds later the door opened and Blackie, clad in a button-down shirt and jeans, beckoned him inside 


casually. The apartment was a far cry from what it used to be: the torn-up couch was replaced by a leather 
one, the carpet had no stains, the broken furniture was replaced by stuff that looked like it came from IKEA 
and, the most notable change of all, there was no one else there. No junkies lying on the floor, no one cutting 
cocaine on the glass top coffee table. Dave was offered a seat on the brown leather sofa 

Blackie's voice was even as he spoke. "How have you been, Dave?" 

Dave studied the older man's face before answering. Seemingly no trace of malice. 

"What do you want?" 


Blackie leaned forward, rubbing his face absent-mindedly before answering. He was being very careful. 


| wanted to apologize for how | used to treat you and give you the chance to do something you've always 


wanted to do." 


Dave's heart raced with excitement and anger. An apology? How do you apologize for what he did? Abuse 


followed by a blackmail threat years later!? 
"Well." Blackie continued but was cut short. 


Dave launched himself across the sofa and grabbed Blackie's throat with both hands. Blackie's eyes widened and 
he struggled to breathe. 


"There is nothing..NOTHING you could ever do to make up for what you did to me. Go get that picture so | can 


set it on fire and maybe I'll spare your life." 

The dark-haired man held his hands up as a sign of surrender. Dave slowly backed off and watched Blackie 
carefully as he went into the other room and returned with the crumpled photo. He handed it to Dave but 
spoke before the redhead had a chance to do anything. 

"Let me explain, Dave. Please." 


Dave sat quietly, watching as the other man rubbed his neck, his eyes still filled with fear. 


| know what | did was wrong and I'm sorry. | know you liked me and | took advantage of that. But l'm a 
different person now." 


"So am |," Dave snapped. "You took advantage of me and gave me all the drugs | wanted and let other men rape 


me when | was barely conscious. Give me one good reason why | shouldn't snap your neck and leave you here." 


"Because," Blackie replied. "I'm giving you the picture to destroy and you have an opportunity now." 


Dave was confused. "To do what?" 
"To do what you want to me, without being drugged or forced” 
Dave laughed. "You think | would touch you after what you did to me?" 


"You don't have to do anything you don't want to do," Blackie explained. "But if it would help, at all, to do 
something just because you wanted to, now we have a chance. We're alone and | won't lay a hand on you unless 


you ask me to." 


Blackie let Dave sit quietly in thought for a while. He did his best to calm down and thought rationally. He had 
the picture; that was done. Except.. 


"Bring me your phone,” Dave commanded. 


Blackie did as he was asked. Dave took it and went through the pictures until he found the one Blackie sent 
earlier and deleted it. He also deleted the texts from earlier and his own phone number. He handed it back. He 


folded the picture and put it in his pocket. 
"Stand up," he said next. 

Both men stood. "Just returning something you gave me years ago" 

Dave immediately punched Blackie in the jaw and he fell, holding the side of his face. 
"Did you know," Dave began "My jaw still clicks from when you hit me?" 


Blackie shook his head and wiped the blood from his mouth. He remained on the ground until Dave said he could 


sit on the couch again. 


"And did you know," he continued. "That you never kissed me? Not once? | did everything you ever asked of me 
and you must have known | wanted you to. And yet, in your selfish prick nature, all you did was ask me to do 


things for you. Now kiss me, and make me believe it's what you want." 


The shame in Blackie's eyes was apparent as he scooted toward Dave on the couch. He was humbled. Dave had 
done his best to break the other man and it appeared to be working. He figured he wouldn't have to do much. 
But what happened next was not something Dave expected. 


Blackie used the back of his hand to touch Dave's cheek, caressing his skin. The bassist dared to raise his 
wounded eyes to the guitarists, the way a lover would. He leaned in and was so close that Dave could smell the 
blood in Blackie's mouth. The dark-haired man tenderly put his lips to Dave's neck, before kissing it all over 
more quickly. Before he was fully aware of it Dave was moaning and moved his neck to allow Blackie to kiss the 


other side. Slowly the older mans hands found their way into Dave's unruly hair and their lips touched for the 


first time. Dave fully intended to be rough with Blackie - bite his lips and tongue and hurt him however he 
could - but the kiss was overwhelmingly passionate. The moment Dave parted his lips Blackie's tongue touched 
his and both moaned, completely unable to stop what happened next. 


Dave's hands darted out and fumbled with Blackie's pants and he was able to pull them down surprisingly fast. 


"Lie back," Dave said and the other man obeyed. He put his hands on Blackie's dick and immediately began to 
stroke, not that he needed any additional stimulation He was already rock hard. Dave eased down to take it into 


his mouth but Blackie stopped him. 
"You don't have to..why are you doing this?" 
"Because | want to, and I'm not being made to," Dave answered, smirk on his face. 


He took Blackie's cock into his mouth and sucked it hard, knowing that it wouldn't last long if he did it that way. 
It felt so good that the other man was moaning because he wanted to make Dave feel good. As much as he'd 
wanted to hurt him at first and as cathartic as the punch had been, Dave's "schoolboy crush" on the other 
man hadn't waned a bit over the years. Dave knew a thing or two about addiction and how it made you a 
different person. He was using heavily at the time and so was Blackie, so perhaps they never really knew each 


other as well as they'd thought. Maybe they could have something together, friendship at the very least. 

A few seconds after Dave employed his hand along with his mouth Blackie came, the cry of relief escaping his 
throat far more than sexual. Dave swallowed and put his head on Blackie's stomach. He felt that same hand in 
his hair again, stroking it and nearly putting him to sleep. 

"Thank you," Blackie whispered. 

"For what?" 

"For letting me talk to you and telling you | was sorry." 


Dave laughed. "You tried to blackmail me." 


"| wouldn't really have done that. | just needed to talk and | knew that was the only way to get you here and 


tell you in person. I'm not as sick as everyone makes me out to be." 


Dave pondered that for a moment. He's changed a lot over the years so it was entirely possible that Blackie 


has changed, really changed, as well. 
"Me either," the redhead responded. 


Their goodbye wasn't a long one, just a "see you around" and a promise to remain cordial. Dave's drive home 
was a long but a good one. It was the best therapy he'd had in years. He sat at a red light and ripped up the 


photo into tiny, unrecognizable pieces. When the light turned green he let the pieces go into the wind and loosed 
the hatred he'd held onto for so long. 


It was still a good day. 


